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Author's Notes: 
Did we all survive the first week post-Enslaved? 


| know E replied to you all but | just wanted you to know that | saw each and every one and want to add my 


heartfelt thank-yous tool 

This is just a quick addition to the *Song Inspiration Series*. 

We ALL know the photos and videos circulating of Jon with his low-slung jeans and that damnable white mic 
stand, don't we?? Well, this is my little version of what had gone down prior/during and after that show in 


Stuttgart. 


Also, I've found as many links as possible to that show since there doesn't seem to be a full version. They, 


along with the full set list, are at the bottom of the page. 
| hope you're all as healthy and happy as possible. Stay safe, please.. 


J 


Stuttgart May 27 2006 
Pre-Show 
Dressing Rooms 


" Fuck!" Jon muttered to himself as he pulled at his clothes, his crotch in particular, for what seemed like the 
thousandth time since he pulled on this ridiculous outfit. "Jesusfuckingchrist..how do they do this?" he said. 


He checked his reflection in the full-length mirror standing beside his travel trunk. He had to give it to the 
asshole, though. 


It looked great. It felt like torture! 


He'd even tucked his junk away like a drag queen. It had been comfortable at first but now..everything pinched 


and tugged in ways that were not pleasurable. 


Richie had slunk into his dressing room earlier, after rehearsals when the rest of the band had scurried off 
out of his sight. Jon had been in one of his moods since Sambora had cut him off from the ready supply of 
pre and post-show sex they usually undertook, after the last show. Dave, Tico and Hugh thought it prudent 
that they make themselves scarce after Jon railed at them for having too much fun and not paying attention 


to their jobs. 


His guitarist had said that it would make their next time extra special. That had been three days ago. Three 
days?! |t had felt like a fucking lifetime when he was used to fucking and being fucked on at least a daily basis 
by his bandmate. 


He presented Jon with a gift bag and instructed Jon to wear his gift on stage tonight. 


"No peeking until it's time to get dressed, man," the brunette had said, snatching it out of Jon's hands when 
he'd tried to peer inside. 


"Fine," he'd sighed, rolling his eyes, grabbing the bag back and dropping it grumpily into his travel trunk to look 
at later. The bag was so small that Jon had thought that it would only be a piece of jewellery or some kind of 
fancy accessory like the ones that Richie often wore on stage. 


"Promise me, Jonny," Richie had growled, taking him by surprise when he gripped Jon's wrist and forced his 
arm lightly up behind his back, pressing him up against the wall and kissing him until he was almost climbing 


the older man's body in pent up frustrations. 


"Fine! Fuck..." Jon returned the growl. "Don't hurt the singer, though, for fuck's sake." 


"Oh, | won't hurt you, baby," Richie smirked, releasing his arm but not moving away. The older man flicked his 
eyes down over him as far as they could go as though trying to visualise something. His mouth, with those 
incredibly talented lips, tugged into a smirk "Well.not yet anyway," he said, snapping his teeth together before 
abruptly leaving Jon sagging against the wall. 


Later, after finishing eating their pre-show communal meal together, Richie just sat back in his chair, watching 
him. He was sitting opposite Jon and by leaning back, it kept him hidden from most of their bandmates’ eyes. 
The intense scrutiny made Jon prickle, and, therefore, antsy and snappy again. One by one, the guys made their 


excuses and hurriedly left to prepare for the show. 
"What?!" Jon demanded of his guitarist. "Spit it out, already.” 


Richie shook his head, "No idea what you're talking about, boss," he said casually, but the look in his eyes and 
the pull of his lower lip between his teeth said otherwise. 


"Asshole," Jon hissed, leaning over the table. "You know what | mean!" 
‘Im just enjoying the calm before the storm, baby," his guitarist drawled, taking a leisurely sip of his tea 


Jon clenched his teeth in frustration, glaring at the composed man. He shook his head and scoffed, looking 
around to make sure that he wasn't going to be heard. "Can we just fuck again, already?" He hated the way 
that question made him sound pathetic and needy. But..he was. And it was affecting his work, which made him 


even more frustrated. 


"Soon, Jonny," Richie replied with a slight chuckle and, with a final sip of his tea, wiped his mouth and pushed 
up from the table. "See you before the show, babe." 


Jon groaned in frustration. There were only two people on the planet that knew exactly which buttons to push 
and still come out alive. One was back home and the other was walking through the corridors as cheerful as 


could be, the older man's laughter at some comment echoed back to him. 


That was earlier and Jon was still staring incredulously at himself in the mirror when Richie slipped into his 
dressing room. "Holy fuck," the man breathed when he turned from the door and laid eyes on Jon 


| hope you're happy with yourself, asshole," Jon grumbled but there was no angry heat behind the words as 
he plucked at the skin-tight bodysuit. "Couldn't you have got me just a normal shirt?!" he asked as Richie came 
closer, his dark eyes feasting on him like a hungry man. He hated the way that look had his gut twisted and his 


pulse racing. 


‘Oh, I'm very happy with my choice," Richie growled, standing behind Jon, his hands on Jon's arms, holding him 
lightly and staring at him in the mirror. "But..." he said, sliding his hand across to Jon's belly, bouncing over the 


buckle of his belt. Jon huffed out a breath, watching in horrified fascination as the hand travelled lower to his 
tucked groin, "where's lil Jonny?" 


"He..um..| didn't..." Jon stuttered, feeling Richie's hot breath against his neck as he tsked. 
Richie brought both hands to Jon's belt, swiftly undoing it. 


Jon watched those hands slide inside his pants before one delved further, under the tight lycra of the 
bodysuit, past the row of crotch snaps, and went searching for his cock and balls. He shivered violently, 
uncontrollably, as the man's hand reached between his legs and shifted his junk back into their natural place. 


"Much better," Richie purred, withdrawing his hand and placing a kiss on the exposed skin on Jon's shoulder. 


Jon turned, fisted his hands into Richie's shirt and pushed him forcefully against the closest wall just as he 
had been earlier, crashing their mouths together in a hard, bruising kiss. He felt the older man's smile beneath 


his lips and he suddenly wanted to wipe that smirk right off his face. 


Jon dragged his lips from Richie's, panting hard, as he rested his forehead against the brunette. "How can | 
hate you some days," Jon said roughly, "when most days it's the complete antithesis?" 


"You love me, Jonny?" Richie asked after a long pause. If Richie was surprised by that admission, his voice 


didn't betray the emotion. 


Jon lifted his head to look into the velvet brown eyes that seemed to see everything and it made Jon feel laid 
out and bare of all pretence. "God curse me, but yes | do," he said, thickly. 


There was a brief knock on the door before it pushed open, "Jon have you seen-," Hugh's voice carried 
through the closed door before the bespectacled man's head popped around the edge just as Jon took one 
hasty step back from the guitarist. "Oh, there you are, Rich!" Hugh said, eyeing both men curiously. "Takumi's 
looking for you. Um..is everything okay?" 


Richie sighed, pushing away from the wall and flicking Jon a quick look. "We're fine, Huey. Just..sorting a few 
things out..," he said, clapping their bassist on the shoulder, steering him back out the door. "Which is probably 
what Takumi wants, right?!" 


Richie's voice floated away behind the door that he'd closed behind him leaving Jon aching and alone. He 
threaded his fingers through his hair and groaned, pacing the room. He was horny and frustrated in the worst 
way, not to mention he'd just admitted that he loved his best friend. 

The walkie-talkie squeaked to life. "Band to the stage. Band to the stage." 


Jon exhaled and started to do some jumps and air punches to get his energy levels back to where he needed 


them to be, bouncing around until he caught a glimpse of himself. He stopped when he saw that his pants were 


still undone. He should change just to spite Sambora and his demand that his stupid outfit be worn. 


Snorting at his reflection, wondering how easy he'd become when a certain dark-haired guitarist was involved, 


Jon zipped his pants and buckled his belt again, giving himself the once over in the mirror. 
“Two can play at this game, Sambora," he said and moved quickly to his stash of accessories in a drawer. 
He didn't care if he was holding up the pre-show rituals. They couldn't start the show without him. 


He rarely wore many scarves or necklaces these days, finding them superfluous and annoying. Rifling through 
the items, he found something that would be perfect for the look that he was going for and stashed it in the 
pocket of the jacket he'd change into mid-set, knowing that Dawn would have it ready in his quick change. He 
also found a black sleeveless tee that he pulled on quickly just to add to the confusion Jon knew that Richie 


would be feeling. 


Sliding his arms into the military-style jacket he was wearing to start the show, he buttoned it up most of 
the way, carefully making sure that none of the blue bodysuit was showing, before giving himself another 
cursory once over in the mirror. Hooking a finger into the other jacket, Jon strode out of his dressing room, 
allowing the adrenaline to seep into his bloodstream. He suddenly felt like he could take on the world. 


Striding confidently down the corridor, all eyes turned his way but there was only one pair that he held longer 
than a few moments. Jon almost laughed at the disappointment on Richie's face as he saw the heavy jacket 
that covered his gift. As predicted, Dawn took his other jacket from his hands as if by magic. He stopped dead, 
fronting his band, and stuck his hand out as one by one, his band, his friends, his brothers, all layered their 


hands over his in solidarity. 


After the hands-in and the pep talk that he couldn't recall a single word of, everyone dissipated to take their 
cues at different points behind the stage. Richie hung back just a little and pulled him into a rough, one-armed 
hug that for all intents and purposes just looked like two bandmates wishing each other a good show. 


"Tonight," Richie growled into Jon's ear before Mike, their tour manager, separated them, chasing Richie off to 


his position and pointing Jon towards his own. 


That was all Jon needed. Racing onto the stage to the roar of the crowd, he allowed the wall of noise to soothe 
him, temporarily forgetting the discomfort between his legs, launching into Last Man Standing as he made his 


way across the ego ramp, surprising everyone except the band. 


As they moved through the set, Jon became more and more aware of the pull and tug of the form-fitting 
bodysuit hidden beneath his jacket. Every bounce, stretch or stride he was conscious of how little fabric was 
between him and groping hands. And it wasn't just the audience that Jon was thinking of. 


There seemed to be a knowing glint in his guitarists eyes every time they happened to hold Jon's for more 
than a fleeting minute. The fact that Richie had worn a longer shirt than usual had not gone unnoticed by him. 


He'd see just how much that long shirt covered him after he came back up from his short break. 


Jon handed over the mic to Richie, but not before extolling his friend's musical talents to the audience. He was 
heartened by the screaming and applause Richie received, as Jon ducked below stage to the opening chords of 
Ill Be There For You, one of the songs they'd written together. It was one that embodied the double-edged 

sword they teetered on, having roots in their past experiences but also with their current situation of being.. 


what were they?! 


Best friends..definitely! Partners..yes, but in more ways than just a musical one. That wasn't to say they didn't 
have their arguments, loud and explosive but relatively short-lived. One would usually show up at the other's 


door, if they were on tour, with a bottle of vodka and the words, "We need to talk." 


Fuck-buddies?! That's how it had started out but they had moved way past that stage years ago, separated 
only by their preferred living arrangements and the whole fucking country between them when they weren't 


touring. 


That only left..lovers. Jon allowed a small smile to slide across his mouth as he stripped out of his military 
jacket and pulled the black tee over his head, hearing Dawn's surprised, soft gasp at the suit beneath the 


layers. 


"That's not one of my purchases," the woman said, looking him up and down appreciatively. "But | like it! The... 


um..colour suits you, boss. Where have you been hiding that gem?" 


Jon snorted and smiled at his wardrobe mistress, deliberately avoiding the last question "Thanks, Dawnie," he 
said, reaching into the pocket of the hanging jacket for the bandana, which was actually the remnants of an old 
shirt he'd worn in the ‘80s. 


"Don't bother with the hair this time," he said as she reached for the hairdryer, his sweaty t-shirt and jacket 
tucked under her arm for laundering. "You can get it in the next break" He sat on the edge of the collapsible 
chair in front of the small mirror and quickly tied the cloth over his head, allowing Dawn to pull free a few 


strands around the lower edge. 


Taking the black leather jacket from the hanger, Jon pulled it on and partially zipped it. Checking himself in the 
mirror and giving his other self a nod of appreciation, Jon kissed Dawn on the cheek and left the quick change. 


Standing at the base of the stairs, waiting for the song to fade into reverb and applause, Jon got a sudden 
top-up of adrenaline. The wave of energy rolled over him, both from the crowd's energy and his own hormonal 


boost. 


Now, baby, lets see who plays the better hand, he thought to himself before launching himself up the stairs. He 
fed off the atmosphere, the opening chords of Bad Medicine, and pure adrenaline. 


He stalked around on stage, cognizant of the thousands of eyes on him at that point as he grabbed the 
microphone and started singing. But it was only the one pair of brown eyes to his right that he truly 
performed for. 


The pair that took in every flash of blue bodysuit from beneath his leather. A dichotomy of sensual femininity 
of the bodysuit against his skin in the most intimate areas of his body and the masculine leather that covered 
it like some strange rock and roll burlesque show. Just a little flash of colour here and there to keep the 


audience titillated and enthralled. 
This was hid This band, this stage..it was all Aid 
The guitarist was his! 


He felt the slight surge in his crotch and to quell it, or just to let it feel some kind of contact, leaned over as 
he sang, pressing his forearm against the confined body part that had started protesting. By the time the 
break in the hit song came, Jon felt as though he was on fire from within and he couldn't wait for the show 


to be over. 


It was then that he felt one of the snaps give way, sending a short, sharp ping to his balls which almost 
brought him to his knees. His face must have given something away when he turned toward Richie as the 


ever-watchful brunette gave him a questioning look. 


Jon leant against his mic stand, using the cool metal to relieve the sting and to ensure that his right nut didn't 
drop out. The plus side of it was, though, that it sent the women in the audience into a sudden frenzy and, no 
doubt, a few men. He stalked around the stage like a caged lion, as Tico and the rest of the band kept a close 


eye on his visual clues. 


"That's what | get paid for, baby," he said into the mic only to have the crowd, mainly the women, scream in 


response. 


Folding his arms above his head, his back to the masses, facing the only one, in his mind, that he was dancing 
for as he cocked his hips back and forth in a slow circle, feeling the heat deep down inside him flutter into life. 


He made his band work hard too. Tico's kick drum matched his hips as though connected and the rest of the 
band followed suit as his arms and head flicked in opposing actions faster and faster, and his bands, his boys, 
and his brothers were keeping up with him as though their lives depended on him. He'd never felt so alive, so 


vitall And, yes, so sexy and wanted 


He would have made a good stripper, the random thought flitted through his head, even though most derided 
his dancing abilities. The women in the first dozen rows in front of him certainly weren't complaining. He should 


be paid for the services he provided for whipping the audience into a sexual frenzy, regardless of gender. 


"All you do is talk, baby," he said to no one in particular. "I been talking half my life," he continued, bending 
toward the audience, pressing his forearm against his crotch again in an effort to quell the stirring of his dick 


lest it betrays him in front of thousands. 


"Quarter of my life, I've been sleeping it off" He turned back to the band, catching Richie's eyes. “But the 


other quarter of my life, | been having a hell of a good time," he purred into the microphone. 


"When | get my groove on," he said as Richie walked toward him at the front of the drum riser in front of 
Tico. Jon saw the unasked question in his eyes and he returned Richie's concern with one of his own, / want 
youl "When | get that groove, baby," he continued as they stood shoulder to shoulder, their backs to the 
crowd, "like tonight!" 


"Like tonight!" Richie confirmed, loud enough for Jon's mic to pick up his voice. 


"Like tonight," Jon parroted. "Let's do it!" He and Richie spun on their heels and stalked toward the audience, like 
two alley cats out on the prowl. 


Bad Medicine morphed into Shout and Jon let himself get lost in the music before calling for, "One more time!" 


which reactivated the final slide toward the slowed ending of Bad Medicine. He called for the audience to "Raise 
Your Hands!" and the band kicked into overdrive. 


"Raise your hands!" he sang, "Raise your hands! Raise your hands." 


One more song. One more song. One more song, he chanted in his head as his mouth formed the correct words 


to the song. 
One more song before | can change into dry clothes. Then | can get out of this torture device, he thought to 


himself, as another clasp popped open, and something that's not gonna fucking open up by itself and slice open my 
balls. 


He'd called for his hoodie through the communication mic on Tico's riser and Dawn was waiting for him at the 
end of the song. Jon pulled it on, tugging the hood over his head, shadow boxing around the stage trying to 
distract himself from the annoying pull of the one remaining clasp against his cock and balls when he felt 
Richie's arm on his shoulders. 

"You okay?" Richie asked quickly, giving him a squeeze. 

"No! Fuck," Jon growled. "I fuckin’ hurt " 


ll kiss it better later, baby," Richie said before moving away. 


Jon had felt Richie's hot breath against his ear, his voice just loud enough so that none of the boys in the 
band heard or for the mic to pick it up either. 


The opening chords of the song that started their trajectory into super-stardom jolted him back to reality, a 
song he both loved and loathed. What the flying fuck were he, Richie and Desmond thinking with that key 
change?! Ahh, the conceitedness of their youth. 


But when they'd written it in Richie's basement, they never envisioned having to sing it night after night after 
night. It hadn't mattered that his voice would irreparably change within just a few years from the amount of 
use and abuse it suffered. It hadn't mattered that the talk box would rattle Richie's teeth in his gums so that 
it hurt for his guitarist to talk or eat the next day, stretching his lips around the plastic tubing until the 
corners split and Jon would have to kiss them gently to soothe the hurt when he really wanted those lips 


wrapped around his cock instead. 


What did matter was that they had written a piece of music, and, thankfully, many more, that would one day 


become their legacy. Something they would be remembered for, forevermore. 

Prayer finished with Jon bidding goodnight to the crowd before ducking down into the quick change to rip off 
the stupid bodysuit. He was mid-quick change; his shirt, brown this time, was half-on, half-off, tottering 
around on one leg, pulling on his brown pants when he felt a presence behind him. "I'm almost done," he 
muttered, feeling the impatience from the audience in their screams, whistles and repetitive chanting. 

BON JOVI BON JOVI BON JOVI 

"Any damage, baby?" 

Richie. 


Jon tried to spin around, forgetting his leg was stuck halfway into the leg of his pants, only for him to teeter 


to one side and to have the man catch him against his chest. 

"You're not Dawnie," Jon said as Richie held him steady while he rapidly finished dressing. 

"Not the last time | checked, no," his friend chuckled. "You cool, man? There's no blood or anything?" 

"Yeah and no, the snaps didn’t break skin..it would be a whole different story if they were like the hook things 
on bras," Jon huffed, flopping down in the chair and grabbing the dryer to repair his damp hair. Richie winced 
at him in the mirror but stepped in behind him and placed his hands on Jon's shoulders. "Though you may have 
to do a closer examination later," Jon added seductively. 


"It will be my pleasure, Jonny," he growled, squeezing his fingers into the space above his collar bones. 


"You need to get outta here," Jon said as he fluffed his hair with his fingers. "We don't need people getting 


suspicious." 


“There's nothing suspicious about me, your guitarist, being with you, my singer," Richie reasoned, pulling Jon to 


his feet and quickly pressing their mouths together. 
"Band on stage. Band on stage," the walkie-talkie squawked as it did earlier. 


"ll see you in a little bit, baby," he said softly after releasing him. Without waiting for a response, Richie 
turned and left the quick change. 


Jon blew out a breath, allowing the sexual tension to ride up in him to get him through to when he 


could really touch his lover. 


He pushed out of the curtained area and ran straight into Hugh. "Damn it!" he gasped, as the older man 


considered him wisely. "How long you been there?" Jon asked. 


"Long enough," his bassist replied with a beatific smile. "You know Munich is only a two, maybe three, hour 
drive from here. That's handy to know if you happen to sleep in tomorrow morning. You know, if you don't 
sleep well tonight," he commented blandly, his eyes saying more than his words were, before turning and 


heading toward the stairs to the stage, leaving Jon blinking after the older man. 


Jon gulped hard, not sure if Hugh was just making conversation in his own special way or if the bassist 
actually knew something and was granting him..them.his approval. He didn't have time to ponder that thought 
any further as Mike was yelling at him to get his ass back up on stage. 


When the encores were done, Jon was barely able to stand. He was exhausted and had left everything he had 
on the stage. As per usual, as soon as they left the stage for the final time of the night, Jon was ushered 
into a car, the door was slammed behind him and, before he could process it, the car was being escorted away 


from the stadium. 


His ears were ringing and the sweat still poured out of him even though he shivered slightly in the cool of the 
air-conditioned car. He was disappointed that Richie wasn't in the car with him though. 


Just over an hour later, Jon was crossing the threshold of his suite. The traffic had been ridiculously heavy 
for that time of night and then the driver had taken a wrong turn and had to take a large detour to get to 
the hotel. He sighed and allowed the door to swing shut behind him, locking it and flipping over the security 
latch. Kicking off his shoes and standing them by the door, he tossed his socks and the towel that had been 


pushed at him on his way out, on the top to make a small pile. 
"Took you long enough," Richie spoke quietly from the bedroom doorway. 
Jon spun around with a small yelp of surprise, "Fuck! Stop scaring me, asshole!” 


The older man was leaning against the door jamb wearing nothing but a towel, his hair still damp from the 


shower he'd just had. In his hands, he held two glasses of white wine. He straightened up, smiling lightly, before 


stepping towards Jon and offering a glass to the blonde, who took it gratefully. 


"Best damned money l've ever spent just to see you look at me like that," Richie said, caressing Jon's cheek 


before dipping his head to take Jon's mouth with his. 
"The bodysuit?" Jon asked, leaning into his lover's touch. 


"Nope..the driver," Richie smirked. "Slipped him a couple of hundreds to take the long way back here so | could 


shower before you arrived." 

"Well then," Jon said, linking his fingers into his guitarists, "I hope you left me some hot water." He tugged 
Richie behind him as he kicked the bedroom door closed behind them, locking it against anybody that might find 
cause to enter his suite overnight. "My balls are sore and a little achy. You did say something about doing a 
closer inspection and kissing any damage better, didn't you?" 


"| did..and l'm a man of my word, baby." Richie smiled at him and proceeded to tug Jon's shirt over his head. 


~ ew 


Last Man Standing / https://www.youtube.com/watch2v=OlpTxAhMSvg 
You Give Love A Bad Name / 

Captain Crash £ the Beauty Queen From Mars / 

Born To Be My Baby / 

Story of My Life / https://youtube/ygHhkyfIk3M 

Complicated / https://youtube/tewDkbglIY 

I'd Die For You / 

The Radio Saved My Life Tonight / hHtps://youtube/KYG-OoGBge0 


Bounce / 


Wild In The Streets / 


In These Arms / 

Have A Nice Day /_htHtps://youtube/CWSVZVYx_We 

Who Says You Cant Go Home / 

It's My Life / 

Ill Be There For You (electric, Richie on vocals) / https://youtube/4ug%WZd5nEfw 


Bad Medicine (Shout) /_https://www.youtube.com/watch ?v =qF4GCaaTSwo 


https://youtube/boBp-ycKWzE 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ib5EoeK ~iSU 
Raise Your Hands / https://youtube/rGfacreyVPQ 
Livin’ On A Prayer / https://youtube/XT9NCEeeGKM 
Encore I: 

| Want To Be Loved / 

Bells of Freedom / 

Someday l'll Be Saturday Night / 

Wanted Dead Or Alive / 


Encore 2: 


Ill Sleep When I'm Dead / https://youtu.be/pP2vOBxRFYk 


Keep the Faith / htHps://youtube/BD_4oaUgg4l 


Never Say Goodbye (acoustic) / hHps://youtube/pLkOU ThacxA 


Final Bows / https://youtu.be/gkStib8yBSc 


